APPENDIX A

no more___His eyes gazed blankly into the night. He came

back out of the storm into the closet. Two large tears had
fallen down his cheeks but he was so absorbed in his sorrow
that he did not heed them. Champlost heard him murmur:
*These are the only respects I have been able to pay her-----'

The marquise de Pompadour had asked to be buried with
her daughter in the vault of the Capucines9 convent in Paris.
A contemporary says cruelly that 'the great bones of the la
Tremoille family were astonished to find near them the fish-
bones of the Poissons'. The preacher was very embarrassed
for his funeral oration. He began: 1 receive the body of the
most high, most powerful lady, Madame la marquise de Pom-
padour, lady-in-waiting to the Queen. She was at the school
of all the virtues, for the Queen is a model of kindness, piety,
modesty and indulgence. . . .' So with great subtlety he
embarked on a panegyric of Marie Leczinska.

The Parisians, in no way silenced by the mob, began sing-
ing satirical couplets:

Ci-git quifut vingt anspucelle,
Sept ans catin et huit cms maq....

Another epitaph recalled the horrible insinuation of the
famous quatrain of Maurepas:

D. D. Joann. Poisson epitaphium
Hie Piscis reginajacet; quae lilia succit
Per nimis; an mirum dflorilus occubat albis.

At Court, she was already forgotten. Everyone seemed
entirely oblivious; her death had not interrupted the regular
routine in any way. The Queen, writing to the president
Henault, voices the general indifference: Tor the rest, there is